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“1 must be golng,” she sald, rising.
“It you wlil give me my envelope?"
He crossed to the safe and got It for
her. His curiosity was still keen-
edged. but he beat It back manfully.

ter, and agaln, so the two doctors de-
clared, the balance waa incliulng alight-
ly toward recovery.

It was In the afternoon of this third
day, when she had been reading to
him, at his own request, the sayings of
the Man on the Mount, that he re

“1 wisi you wouldn't hurry," he sald
hospitably. He was searching the
changeful eyes for the warrant to say
more, but he could not find It

He was obliged to let it go at that; l
but when they reached the phaeton
and the horgeholding clerk had been
relleved, he spoke of another matter,

“I'm a Mttle worrled about Ken-|
aeth,” he told her. “"He came down
this morning looking positively
wretched, but he wouldnt mndmit that
he was sick. Have you revn much of
him lately?

“Not very much”—guardedly—"Did
you say he had gone home™"

“l don't know where he has gone. |
He left here about half an hour before
you came, and 1 haven't seen him
aince.” |

“And you are worrled because he
doesn’t look well?

“Not altogether on that account. 'm
afrald he 1s in deep water of some
Mnd. 1 never saw a person change as
he has in the past week or so You
know him pretty well, and what a big
heart he has?”

She nodded, half mechanically,

"Well, thers have been times Iately
when I've been afrald he'd kill some.
body--in this equabble of ours. you
know. He has been golng armed—
which was extusable enough, under the
circumstances—and night before last,
when we wore walking uplown togeth.
er, | had all T could do w keep him
frota taking a pot-shot at a fellow
who, he thought, was following us. ||
don't know but I'm taking all sorts
of unfair advantage of him, telling you
this behind his back. but—*

"No; I'm glad you have told me,
Maybe I can help.”

He put her into the low basket seat, |
and tucked the dust-robe around her
carefully. While he was doing it he
looked up into her face and safd: “1'd
love j;ou awfully hard for what vou
bave done tuday —1If you'd let me. "

It was llke her to smile stralght
into his eyes when she answered him.

“When you can say that—in just
that way—to the right woman, you'll
find a great happiness lying in wait
for you, Edward, dear.” And then she
#poke to the Morgan mare and dis
RANCe came hetween

An once before, it the earlier hours
of the same day, Miss Griergon took
the roundabout way between the Ray-
moer plant snd Mereside, making the
elrcuit which took her through the
college grounds and brought her out
at the head of upper Shawnee street
The Widow Holcomb was gltting on
her front porch., placidly crocheting,

ferred for the first time to the detalls
of the nceldent whieh had so nearly
blotted him out. Upon his asking. she
related the few and slmple facts of
the rescue, modestly minimizing her
own part In it, and glving her com-
panion In the catboat full eredit,

“The writer-man,” he sald thought-
fully, when she had fuolshed telling
him how Griswold had worked over
him In the boat, and how he would not
give up. "I remember; you fetched
him out to the hotel with you one
day: no, you needna fear I'll be for-
getting him." Then, with a shrewd
look out of the steel-gray eyes: "How
long have you been knowing him,
Maggle, child?"

“Oh, for guite a long time,"” she has:
tened to say. “He came here, sick and
helpless, one day last spring, and—
well, there lso't any hospital here in
Wahaska, you know, so we took him
in and helped him get over the fever,
or whatever it was, This was his room
while he stayed with us.”

Andrew Gulbralth wagged his head
on the pillow.

“1 know,"” he gald. “And ye're doing
It again for a poor auld man whose
slller has never bought him anything
like the love vou're spending on him.
You're everybody's good angel, I'm
thinking, Maggle, lasslo.” Though he
did not realize it, his sickness was
bringing him day by day nearer to his
far-away boyhood In the Inverness
shire hills, and it was easy to slip Into
the speech of the mother-tongue. Then,
after a long pause. he went on: “He
wasns wearing a beard, a red beard
trimmed down to a splke—this writer-
man, when ye found him, was he?”

She shook her head. “No; | have
never seen him with a beard."”

The slck man turned his face to the
wall, and after a time she heard him
repeating softly the words which she
had just read to him. “But If ye for-
give not men neither will
your father forgive. . . ." And
again, “Judge not that yes be not
judged.” When he turned back to her
thers were new lines of suffering In
the gray old face,

“I'm sore beset, child; sore beset,”
he slghed, “"You were telling me that
MacFarland and Jobnson will be here
tonlght 7"

“Yeu,
baska this evening.”

Aunother pause, and at the end of it:
‘That man Broffin, you'll remember
you asked me oue day who he was, and
I tell't ye he was a specinl officer for
the bank. Is he still here?”

“He is; | saw him on the street this
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they should both reach Wa.
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The slek man promised, and as she
was golng away she turned to repeat
the caution. Andrew Galbraith's eyes
wora closed In weariness, and he did
not ses that she was standing with her
back to the wall while she admoniahed
him, or that, whan she bad gone to
send the visitor up, the earplece of the
house telephone set had been detached
from Its hook and left dangling by its
wire cord.

Miss Grierson went on Into the I
brary after she had met the detective
at the door and had told him how to
find the upstairs room. When the
sound of a cautiously closed door told
her that Broffin had entered the sick-
room, she snatched the receiver of the
library house phone from Its hook and
beld It to her ear. For a little time
keen anxiety wrote Its sign manual in
the knitted brows and the tightly
pressed lips. Then she smiled and
the dark eyes grew softly radiant, “The
dear old saint!” ghe whispered; "the
dear, dear old saint!" And when Brof
fin came down a few minutes later, she
weut to open the hall door for him,
sorenely demure and with honey on
her tongue, as befitted the role of
“everybody's good angel.”

“IMd you find him worse than you
feared, or better than you hoped ?” she
usked,

“Ho's mighty near the edge, | should
say—what? DBut you never can tell
Some of these old fellows can claw
back to the top o' the hill after all
the doctors In creation have thrown up
thelr hands. I've seen It. What does
Doc Farnham say?*™

“What he always says; ‘while there's
life, there's hope.' ™

BroMn nodded and weut his way
down the walk, stopping at the gute to
take up the cigar he had hidden on his
arrival,

“HSo Galbraith's out of It, Ioe‘. stock
and barrel,” he muttered, as he strode
thoughtfully townward. 1 reckoned
it'd be thata-way, as soon as 1 heard
the story o' that shipwrecek. And now
I aln't so blamed sure that it's Ray-
mer a-holdin’ the fort In them pretty
black eyes. The old man talked ke a
muan that had just been honeyfugled
and talked over and primed plum’ up
to the muzzle.
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“He's Trying to Hide and That's What

when the phaeton drew up st the morning."” They've Been Waiting For."
eurb Agaln Andrew Galbraith turned his

“Mr. Griswold,” sald the phaeton’'s face away, and he was quiet for so | ©8n't she tauke her {ron:molder fellow
occupant. “May I trouble you to telll Jong a time that she thought he had | 8nd be satisfied? Bhe can't swing to

him that I'd like to speak to him a
momeng?”’ |
Mra. Holcomb, friend of the Ray
mers, the Farnhums, and the Oswalds,
and own cousin to the DBarrs, was of
the perverse m'nority; wnd, apart
from this, she had per own opinion of
a young woman who would walt at the
door of a young man's boarding house
and take him off for & night drive to
goodness only know where and from
which he did not return untll good
nesn only knew when. So there wus no
stitch miused In the crocheting when
she sald stify ‘Mr. Griswold {sn't
in, He hasn't been home since morn-

ing. "’

Mina Grierson drove on, and the
most casunl observer might have re
marked the stralned tightening of the
lips and the two red spots which came
and went in the damask peach chieks
But 11 wus not untll she hnd repched
Mereglde, and had gained the shelter
of the descrted llbrary, that speech
camo

O pittful Christ!™ she sobbed. drop.

ping Into a chulr and hiding her face
in the crook of her arm; “he's done It
at last!—he's trylng to hide, and that's
what they've been walting for! And
1 don't know where to look'" = |
But Matthew Hroffin, tilting iazily |
io his chalr on the downtown hotel |
porch, knew very well where to look, |
and he was watching the one outlet
of the hiding place as an alert, though |
outwardly disregardful, house
wWatches & mouse's hole.

CHAPTER XXVII,

The Quality of Mercy. i

On no less an authority than that of
the great doctor who came agaln from
Chicago for a  second consultation
with Doctor Farnham, Andrew (Gial
bralth owed his life during the two
days following his return Lo conscious
mewss to the wnremitting care and de
wotlon of one person.

Beconding the eforts of the physi-
olans, and skilifully directing those of
the nurses, Margery threw hersoll Into
the vicarious struggle with the gener
ous self-aacrifice which counts nelther
cost nor loss; and on the third dey

had her reward. Her involuntary
and charge was distinetly bet

|
cat |

fallen asleep. But he had not.
“You're thinking something of the

writerman, lassle?

clavers of an auld man who never had

| & chick or child of his ain.”

Her answer was such as a child
might have made. She lifted the big-
jointed hand on the coverlet and
pressed It softly 1o her fushed cheak,
and he understood.

“l thought so; | was afmid so,"” he
suld, slowly. “You say you have known
him a long time; it canna have been
long encugh, balrole.”

“Hut it 18" she Inalsted, loyally. “i
know him better than he knows him-
self; oh, very muech better.”

“Ye know the good in him. maybe;
there's good in all men, I'm thinking
now, though thers was a time when
I didna belleve it."

I know the good and the bad-—and
the bad is only the good turned up
gide down.”

Arnin the sick man wagged his head
on the plliow and closed his eyey

Ya're a loving lassle, Maggie, and
that's ' there ls to 1L, he comimented :
nud after another interval: “What
must be, must be, We spoke of this
man Broffin I must see him before
Johnson comes, Can ;& get hWim for
mée, Maggle, child?™

8he nodded and went downstalrs to
the telephone, returning slmost imme-
dintely

“l1 was fortunate enough
him at the hotel. He will be here In &
few minutes,” was the word she
brought; and Galbraith thanked her
with his eyes,

to cateh

him alone-—just for a few minutes " he

|
maore

begged; and beyond that he sald no | gn: 1 couldn't

both of 'em. Ump!—the old man want
ed me to skip out on a wild goose

Don't mind the | Ch8se to Frisco in that bond business,

and tuke the fArst traln! Sure, 'l go
—but not today; oh, no, by grapples;
not this day!”

It was possibly an hour beyoud Hrof.
fin's visit when Margery, having sue-
cessfully read the slck man to sleep,
tiptoed out of the room and went be
low stalrs to shut herself into the hall
telephone closet. The number she
asked for was that of the Haymer
Foundry and Machine works, and Ray-
mer, himself, answered the eall,

“Have you heard anything yet from
Mr-—from our friend?"

“Not a word., But I'm not worrying
any more now. ['ve been remember
ing that he is the happy—or unhappy
—possessor of the ‘artistic tempera-
ment’ nnd that sccounts for unyihing

Why the blue blazes |
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#ald the volce at the Mereside trans-
mitter, “Excuse me, as Hank Billings-
Iy used to say when he happened to
shoot the wrong man. Come over
when you feel like It—and have time.
You mustn't forget that you owe me
two calls. Good by."

After Margery Grierson had let her-
self out of the stifiing little closet un-
der the hall stalr, she went Into the
darkenod library and sat for a long
timo staring at the cold hearth. It was
a crooked world, and just now it was a
sharply cruel one.  There was much to
be read between the linea of the short
telephone talk with Edward Raymer,
The trap was aprung and its jaws were
closing; and in his extremity Kenneth
Griswold was turning, not to the wom-
an who had condoned and shielded and
pald the costly price, but to the other,

“Dear God!" she sald softly, when
the prolonged stare had brought the
quick-springing tears to her eyes; "and
I—1 could bave kept him satel”

CHAPTER XXVIiIL
The Pendulum-Swing.

To & man secking only to esacape
from himaelf, all roads are equal and
nll destinations likely to prove uni
formly disappoluting. Turning his
back upon the lron works in the day
ot defeat, with po very clear ldea of
whut he should do or where he should
go, Uriswold pushed through the
strikers’ picket lines, and, avoiding the
militant suburb, drifted by way of sun:
dry outlylng residence streets and a
country road to the high ground back
of the ey,

ln deserting Raymer ho was actu-
ated by no motive of disloyaity. Ou
the contrary, so much of the motive ss
had any bearing upon his relations
with the soung iron founder sprang
from a generous impulse to free Ray-
mer from an incubus. If it were the
curse of the Midastouch to turn all
things to gold, It geemed to be his own
pecullar eurse to tury the gold to
dross; to leave behind him a train of
disaster, defeat and tragic depravity
The plunge into the labor confiict had
merely served to afford another strik-
[ Ing example of his Inabilily to break
the evil spell, and Raymer could well
| spure him,

Un the long tvamp to the hills the
events of the past few months nar-
|nhulml themselves 0 accusing review
No humen being, save one, of all those
with whom he bad come In contact
since the day of dragon-bearding b
the New Orieans bank had escupod the
contuminativg touch, and each o turn
had suffered loss. The man Gavitt
had given bls name and (deatity; the
mate of the Belle Julle had sacrificed
what Httle respect he may have had
for law augd order by becoming, poten-
tially, ut least, a criminal accessory.
The little Irish ecabdriver had sold
bimself for a price; and the negro
deckhand had earned his mess of fried
fleh. The glugle exception was Char-
lotte Farnham, and he told himself
that she had encaped ouly beeause she
had done her duty as she saw it

And a8 the bedeviling thing had be
gun, so It had continued, losing none
of Its poteucy for evil. In the little
world of Wahaska, which was to have
| been the theater of Utoplan demon:
| gtrution, the curse had persisted. The
money, used with the loftiest inten-
| tlons, had served only as o means to
an end, and the end had proved to be
| the rearing of an apparcutly lmpas
sable wall of bitter antagonism be
tween master and wen., And the se
cret of the money's origin and nequisl-
tlon, which was to have peen so easily
cast aside and lgnored, hud become a
poulsickness incurable and even con-
tnglous. Griswold was beginning to
suspect that It had attacked Margery
Grlerson; that it had subconsciously,
if not otherwise, thrust Itself inte
Charlotte Farnham's life; and the
days lately past bhad shown him into
what depths it could plunge its
wretched guardian and slave,

Now that the plunge bad been taken
and he had been made to understand
that he must henceforth reckon with a
base nod cowardly underself which
would not stop short of the most helin-
ous crime, he told himself that he wust
have time to think—to plan.

Caring nothing for Its roughness, he
followed the country road into a valley
forest of oaks. After an hour of aim-
less tramping he began to have ocoa-
| glonul near-hand glimpses of the lake;
and a Httle farther along he came out

and everything. 1'd forgotten that for | upon the maln-traveled road leading to

n few minutes, vou know "

“Well? she sald, with the faintest
possible accent of impatience,

‘He haa gone off somewhere to plug
away on that book of his; I'm sure of
It And he hasn't gone very far, I'm
inelined to belleve that Mrs, Holeomb
knows where he le—only she won't
tell. And somebody else knows, too,"

“Who s the somebody slpe?”

Though the wire was In & measurs
publie, Raymer risked a single word

“Charlotte.”

None of the sudden passion that
leaped into Margery CGrierson's eyes
was suffered to find its way Into her
volee when she sald: “"What makes
you think that?®"

“Oh, & lot of Uitle things | was

“When he comes, ya'll lot me sen over ut the house last pight, and there

I8 some sort of teapot tempest going
make out just what
Hut from the way things shaped up, )

It was after the click of the gate gathered that our friend was wunled

Inteh had announced HrofMn's arrival
that Margery Arew the shades to shut
out the glare of the afterncon sun,
lowering the one at the bed's head so
that the light no longer fell upon the

phone set mounted upon the wall be-
side the door

to talk too muah”

in Lake Houlevard, and wanted bad—
for somo reagon or other. | had to
promise that I'd try to dig him up, be
fore | got away.”

"Well?™ went the questioning word

Instruments of the small house tele | over the wires, und this time the lmpa-

tlent aceent was unconcealed,
"I promined; but this morning Doe-

“Mr. ll.lrnmn In hll.'!. and I'll send | tor Bertle called me up to say that it
bim up,” she sald. “But you musto’'t | was all right; that I needn’t trouble
let him stay long, and you musta't try | myselr,”

"And | needn't have troubled youw"

the summer resort hotel at the head of
De Soto bay,

Sulll without any definite purpose In
mind he pushed on, und upou reaching
the hotel be went in and registered for
a room. Here he drew the window

| shades and lay down, and sinee the

week of strife had been cutting deep-
ly Into the nights, when he awoke it
was evening and & cheerful clamor In
the dining room beuneath told him that
it was dinner thne,

It is & trite saylng thal many a gulf,
seomingly lmpassable, hus been sarely
bridged in sleep. HBathed, refreshed
and with the tramping stains removed,
Griswold went down to dianer with the
lost appetite regained,

Early on the following day he sent a
note to Mrs, Holeomb by one of the
inn employees; but the copy of the
Daully Wabaskan lald beside his break-
fast plate made It unnecessary to tele
phone Raymer. The paper had a full
account of the sudden ending of the
lock-out  and the resumption of
work In the Raymer plant, and
he read 1t with & curlous stir
ring of self-compassion, As he had
reasoned il out, there was only one
way In which the result could have
been attalned so quickly. Had Raymer
taken that way, In spite of his wrath-
ful rejection of the suggestion? Doubt-
less he had; and on the heels of that
conclusion came & sanse of deprivation

that was falrly appalling, and the
bealthy breakfast appetite vanished,
Griswold knew what it meant, or he
thought he dld. Margery Grierson Was
gone out of his life—gone beyond re
call.

Aftor that, there was all the better
reason why he should grapple with
himself 1n the fallow ipterval’ and for
two complete days he was lost, even (0
the small world of the summer resort,
tramping for hours in the lake shore
forests or drifting about in one of the
hotel skiffs, and returning to the Inn
only to eat and sleep when hunger of
weariness constrained him, On the
whole, the discipline was good. He
flattered himself that the sense of pro-
portion was returning slowly, and with
it some saner impulses. Truly, it had
heen his misfortune to be obliged to
compromise with evll to some extent,
and to involve others, but was not
that rather due to the Ineradicable
faults of an Imperfect social system
than to any basle defect In his own
theoriea? And was not the same im-
perfect soclal aystem partly responsi
ble for the quasi-eriminal attitude
which had been forced upon him? He
was willlng to belleve it; willing, also,
to belleve that he could rise above the
constraining forces and be the man he
wished to be. That he could so rise
wns proved, he decided, on the morn-
ing of the third day, when he chanced
to overhear the hotel clerk telling the
man whose room was across the corri
dor from his own that Andrew Gal
braith stll had a Aghting chance for
iife. In the pleasant glow of the high
resolve the nows awakened none of
the murderous promptings, but rather
the generous hope that it might be
true,

It was iate In the afternoon of this
third day, upon his return from a long
pull in the borrowed skiff around the
group of Islanda In the upper and un
frequented part of the lake, that he
found & note awalting him. It was
from Miss Farnham, and ite brevity
no less than Iis urgency, stirred bim
Lpprehensively, bringing a suggestive
return of the furtive flerceness which
he promptly fought down. 1 must
see you before elght o'clock this eve
ning. It {8 of the Iast importance,”
wa# the wording of the note;, and the
| i vy underscoring of the “last,” and
a certaln tremulous characteristic In
[ the handwriting, stressed
| Beney,

It was stlll quite early In the eve
ning when the inn conveyance set him
down at the door of hin lodgings In
upper Shawnee street. To the care
taking widow, who would have pre.
pared a late dinner for him, he ex-
plnined that he waas going out again al
moet at once; and taking time only
for a bath and & change, he set forth
on the crosstown walk, It lacked
something less than a half hour of the
time Hmit set in Miss Farnham's note,
but he attached no special Importance
to that. He knew that the doctor's
dinner hour wae early, and that in any
event he could choose his own time
for an evening call.

It nettled him angrily to find that
the premonition of coming disaster
was still with him when he crossed
the courthouse square and came Into
the main street & few doors from the
Winnebago entrance. Attacking from
a fresh vantage ground It was warn.
ing him that the town hotel was the
stopping place of the man BrofMn, and
that he was taking an unnecessary haz-
urd In passing it. Brushing the warning
axlde, he went on deflantly, and just
before he came within identifying
range of the loungers on the hotel
porch an omnibus backed to the curb
to deliver Its complement of paseen-
gers from the lately met northbound
train.

Griswold walked on until he was
stopped by the sidewalk-blocking group
of freshly arrived travelers paus:
ing to ldentify their luggage as it

the ur

Deftly the Man Catcher Worked Them
Open.

was handed down from the top of the
omnlbua, Alertly watchful, he qulckly
recognized Brofin among the porch
loungers, and saw him leave his tilted
chalr to saunter toward the stepa
Then the fateful thing happened. One
of the luggnge sorters, a clean-limbed,
handsome young fellow with boyish
eyes and a goodratured grin, wheeled
suddenly and gripped him.

“Why, Griswold, old man!-—well, I
be dogged' Who on the face of the
earth would ever have thought of fiud.
Ing you here? Ho this I8 where you
cume up, after the long, deep, McGinty
dive, 1s 1t
low travelers:

“Hold on & mioute,

Then to one df his fel-

Johnson; 1 want you te shake hands
with an old newspaper pal of min®
from New York, Mr. Kennsth Gris
wold. Kenneth, this 1s Mr. Deverly
Johnson, of the Bayou State Becurity
bank, in New Orleana”

Thus Balnbridge, sometime star re-
porter for the Loulsianian, turning up
at the climaxing Instant to prove the
crowded condition of an overnarrow
world, much as Matthew Drofin had
once furned up on the afterdeck aof
the constwino stenmer Adelantado to
prove It to him.

While Griswold, with every nerve
on edge, was acknowledging the In-
trodustion which he could by no
means avold, BroMa drew nearer.
From the porch steps he could both
see and hear, Bainbridge, cheerfully
loquacious, continued to do most of
the talking. He was telling Griswold
of the streak of good luck which had
snatehed him out of a reporter's berth
in the Bouth te make him night editor
of one of the 8t. Paul dailles. Joho-
son was merely an onlooker. Uroffin's
eyes searched tha teller's face. Thue
far It was a blank—a rather bored
blank.

“And you are on your way to St
Paul now?" Griswold sald to the news
paper man. Hroffin, whose ears were
skillfully attuned to all the tone varias
tions in the volce of svasion, thought
he detected a quaver of nr lous lme
patience in the half-absent query.

“Yes; | was golng on through to-
night, but Johnson, here, stumped me
to stop over. He saild | might be able
to get A news story out of his alck
president,” Balnbridge rattied on.
“Ever meet Mr. Galbraith? He is the
bank president who was held up last
spring, you remember; fipe old Scoteh
gentleman of the Walter-8cott brand.”

“When did you leave New Orleans?”
Griswold asked; and now HrofMin made
sure he distingulshed the note of anx-
lety.

“Two days back: missed a conneoc-
tion on account of high water In the
Ohlo. Might have stayed another 12
hours in the good old levee town If we'd
only known, eh, Johnson?' And then
agaln to Griswold: “Remember that
supper wo had at Chaudlierc’'s, the
night 1 was leaving for the banana
coast? By George! come to think of
it, I belleve that was the last time we
foregathered In the— Say, Kenneth,
what have you done with your beard?"

Something clicked in Broflin's braln.
The Mfnpal doubt was cleared away.
Griswold was the man he had geen and
marked when the two were saying
good-by on the banguette In front of
Chaudliere's.

BrofMn’s right hand went swiftly to
an inglde pocket of his cont and when
it was withdrawn a palr of handcuffs,
olled to nolselessness, came with It
Deftly the man-catcher worked them
open, using only the fingers of one
hand, and never taking his eyes from
tire trlo on the sldewalk. One last
step remained; If he could only man-
nge to get specch with Johnson first—

During the trylng Interval Griswold
had been fully alive to his peril. He
had seen the swift hand-passing, and
he knew what it was the Broflin was
concealing In the hand which had
made the quick pocket dive. He knew
that the cruclal moment had come;
and, as many times before, the sav.
age feur-manin was gripping him, In
the cold vise-nlp of it he had become
once more the cornered wild beast,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Whooping Cough.

The Durcau of Laboratories of the
New York board of health has been
conducting an extensive Investigation
of whooping cough, and Dr. Paul Lut-
tinger recently reported to the Med!:
cal association of the greater city of
New York some of the results of that
Inquiry.

Among the most Interesting con-
clusions reached Is that the early part
of the diseasa 18 the most Infectious,
The baclllus that Is belleved to cause
it Is rarely found in the sputum after
the first week of the paroxysamal, or
whooplug, stage, s0 "there would seem
to be no necessity for the child to be
kept In the houss for more than &
week after the whoop appears.”

Doctor Luttinger says physiclans un-
derestimate the serlousness of the dis-
ease and fall to report cases. Only
24 per cent of cases In a certaln area
were reported, and “probably not more
than 10 per cent are reported In
Greater New York.™

Good Men Are Scarce.

Col. E. Polk Johnson of Loulsville,
who fought for the Confederacy, read
something In the dispatches from the
front the other day that reminded him
very much of what happened when
he was serving in the western army
in the Civil war. "l remamber It was
a wet, cold, rainy night In the middle
of winter," sald the veteran, "when &
long, lean chap in my regiment was or-
dered to go on pleket duty. He
thought the situation over for a min-
ute and then he turned to the ser-
geant who had brought the message.
‘You go right stralght back whar you
come from,' he drawled, ‘and tell the
cap'n 1 jest natchelly can’'t do It |
got a letter from Gin'ral Bragg this
mawnin', and he sald good men was
gittin' almighty skeerce In this here
army, and for me to take good care of
m}'“.‘-. 1]

Respirators tor Alr Ralde,

As a resule of the pollce warning
advising people to keep ull windows
closed In the event of un wir rald on
London, nnd thus prevent the admis-
slon of deleterlous gases, there has
been & rush to buy respirators  Stlores
were sold out within an hour or two,
The most popular form was that mades
of either noninflammable celluloid or
rubber, except the mouthplece, They
hauve motor goggle Hitlngs to protect
the eyes.—London Globe.




